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SELECT SONGS, &c. 


S:Q N vo I, 
Mrs. CARGILUL 


My Peggy is a young thing, 
Juſt enter'd in her teens, 

Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 

Fair as the day, and always gay; 
My Peggy is a young thing, 4 
And l'm not very auld; 

Yet weel | like to meet her at 

The waking of the fauld, 


II. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 


hene'er we meet alane, 
] wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
] wiſh nae mair of à that's rare. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To à the lave I'm cauld, 
But ſhe makes à my ſpirits glow 
Art waking of the fauld. 


B 


** 
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III. 


Wbenc er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on à the town, 
That 1 Peg down upon 3 crown. 

gy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Ie 8 me blyth and bavld, 
And nothing gives me ſic delight | 
As waking of the fauld, 


Tv. 


My Peggy fings ſae ſaftly, 
When on my pipe I play; 

By a the reſt, it is confeſs'd, 

By à the reſt, that ſhe fings beft, 
My Pegay fings ſae taftly, 
And in her fangs are tauld, 

Wi' innocence the ſweeteſt ſenſe, 


At waking of the fauld. N 


My Peggy ſmiles ſec kindly, 


so N 


TY) 
$ © N 6 u. | 


Mt. DUBELLAMY. 


Dran Patie if your Peggy dear, 

Rerurn'd your kindnefs wi' a flight, 
Such cauld neglect ye cou'd na bear, 
Nor joy in any new delight: 


Yet I will try, if the perfiſt 
To ne bac à my love wi' hate; 
To be by other laſſes bl 


And let her ſigh when tis too late 
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S O N 8 III. 


9 


Mis WHEELER. 


Tu E haughty will repent. 
If lovers hearts graw cauld; 
Her ſmiles but gain contempt, 
Soon as her face look auld. 


Nor eats tho' hunger crave, 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
And's laugh'd at by the lave. 


The fondled bairn thus takes the pet, 
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s ON G w. 
Miſs WHEELER. 


How man I be fad when a Bullard I hae, 
That has better ſenſe than any o' they; 

Sour weak, (illy, fellows, that ſtudy like ſools 
To ſink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnools: 
The man who is prudent, ne'er lightlies his wife, 
Nor wi' dull reproaches encourages ftrife, 

He praiſes her virtues, and ne'er will abuſe her, 


For a ſma' failing, but ſtill will excuſe her. 


„ © - 8 - 


Mrs. WELLS. 


I Yield, dear laſſie, ye have won; 
And there is nae denying, 

That ſure as light flows frac the ſun, 
Frae love proceeds complying. 


For à that we can ſay or do 

Gainſt Love, nae thinker heeds us; 
They ken our boſoms, lodge the foe, 
That by the heart-ftrings leads us. 
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That bravely 


Mr. SUET r. 


Cavrp be the rebels caſt, 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody; 
I hope we'ell ſee them at the laſt 


Strung à up in a woody. 


Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 

And ever high his ſtation, 
ds in the defence 
Of Conſcience, King, and Nation. 


High ſhall he ſtand in fame; 
Wha's faithfu' to his duty; 
Throꝰ a the land we'll ſpread his name, 
And crown his night wi” beauty. 


Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high his ſtation, 

That bravcly ſtands in the defence 
Of Conſcience, King, and Nations 
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SON G VI. 
r 0 tk 


Prccr. now the King's come, 
Peggy, now the King's come ; 
Thou may'ſt dance and I ſhall fing, 
Peggy, ſince the King's come. 


Nae mair the hawkies ſhalt thou milk, 

But change thy plaiding coat for ſilk, 
And be a "wo of that ilk, 

Now, Peggy, fince the King's come, 
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MI. DODD. 


I. 


W HEN laſt the wind unroof'd the barn, 
When laſt the fire burnt up the yarn ; 
When Wattie laſt was fore affright, 

And wander'd in the ſnow à night. 

| You, Goody, you, 
tell you true, 

You got the blame of à fell out, 

And ilk ane dreeds ye 2 about. 


N 


If Farmer's kine 4 milk refuſe, 
If ſhepherd lads their laſhes loſe, < 
If chairs are ſmaſh'd, if ſtools fa' doon, 
To bump my dame, or crack her croon. 
You Goody, you, 
I tell you true, 
You get the blame of a falls out, 
And ilk ane dreeds ye à about. 


III. 


"Tis ye they dread when ravens croak, 
Tis ye they curſe, when chimnies ſmoak, 
A' ills, à croſſes that betide: 
Auld Mauſe (they ſay) is miſchiet's guide. 
You Goody, you, 
I tell you true, 
You get the blame of à falls out, 
And ilk ane dreeds ye a about. 
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Jockey. ſaid to Jenny. Jenny vilt thod do'ti 
Ne'er a whit, quoth Jenny, for my fortune good, 
For my fortune good, I winng marry thee, 

E'en's ye like, quoth Jockey, ye may let it be. 


122 Lid nic 
gold and gear, 1 ha'e land enough, 


| = cr 
I've ain geud houſe and barn, and cke a bire, 
A pea ſtack fore the door will make a rantirg fire; 
I'ie make a ranting fire, and merry we will be, 
And gin you will not ha“ me, ye may let me be. 


. 
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IV. 


Jenny ſaid to Jockey, gin ye winna tell, 
Ye ſhall be the lad, Fil be the laſs myſel; 
Ye're 2 bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ye're welcom er to tak me than to let me be. 


WD) 


D UE k. 
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Mrs. CARGILL and Mic WHEELER. 


PEGGY. 


Wurn 1 dear laddie gade to the 


green 
And I at ewe · milking firſt try'd my young ſkill, 
To bear the milk-bowie nae was to me, 


nen e WAY thee. 


5 


4 


PATIE. 


When corn riggs wav'd yellow, and blue hether 
| Bloom'd bonny on moreland and ſweet riſing fells, 
Nae birns, briers, or. breckens gave trouble to me, 
If I found tine the berries were riper'd' for thee. 


gol 51 BO T'H. 


How fondly can lovers truſt all they defire, 
The praiſe that's ſo gentle increaſes love's fire ; 
Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be, 
To * myſel better and worthy of thee. 


4 


END of ACT I. 
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. 2 
Mr. DUBELLAMY. and Mrs. WELLS. 


JENNY. | - 


W ERE I affur'd ye'd conſtant prove 
Ye ſhov'd nae mair complain, 
The eaſy maid beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain, 


For I muſt ain now, ſyn yere free, 
This too fond heart o' mine, 

Wi' conſtancy ſtill true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to be pair d wi' thine. 


R O 8 E KX. 


Pm happy now, wi' pleaſure bleſt, 
Jenny's ain'd her mind; 

Now ilka fear is huſh'd to reſt, 
To hear yere words ſae kind. 


{0:44 )) 


And ſhall I preſs thee to my heart, 
And round my arms entwine ? 
Delightful thought. we'll never part, 


Come p teſs thy lips to mite. — 


8. O N G II. 
— WELLS. - 


WSB EL, I agree, yere * 0? me. 
Now. to my father goe, 

Make him content, to gi © conſent, 
He'll hardly ſay ye * . 


For ye hae what he wal be at, 
And will command you weel ; 

Syn parent auld think love graws cauld, 
When bairns want milk and meal. 


Shou'd he deny, I care na by, 
He'd contradict in vain, 

Tho' 3 my kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
But thee, I will baꝰc nane. 


Then never range, nor learn to change 
Like thoſe in high degree; 

And if ye prove faithfu? in love, 
You'll find na fault in me. 


SPEAK on, ſpeak on, and, ſtill my grief; 
Hold up a heart that's finking under 
Theſe fears, that ſoon. will want relief, 

When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. 


Mis W HE E L E R. 


A geatler face, and ſilk attire, 
A lady rich ia beauty's bloſſom, 
Alack | ary me! will now conſpire 
e 


To 


al thee from thy Peggy's boſom, 


@< rr) 
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Mrs, CAR GIL L. 
[2k 


Ar ſetting day, and rifing morn, 

Wi' foul that Eu hat log thee, 

I'll aſk of heaven a ſafe return, 
WY à that can improve me. 

And ye aft ſeek the birken buſh, 
Where firſt ye kindly tauld me 

Sweet tales of love, and hid yere bluſh, 
Whilſt round I did enfold thee. 


u. 
To à our haunts be ſure repair, 
To greenwood ſhade or fountain; 


Where ſummer- days I us'd to ſhare 
Wy! thee upon the mountain. 


There tell to à the trees and flowers, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 

By vows you're mine, by love is-your's 
A heart, which ne'cr can wander, 
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Mis WHEELER 
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My Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy; 

His breath is ſweeter than new * 
His face is fair and ae, | 


His ſhape is handibaie, middle bre, 
He's comely in his wauking ; | 
The ſhining of his eyne ſurpriſe, 


Tis heav'n to hear marker 79. of 


CHORUS, 


Where corn riggs are bonny, 
Where corn-riggs are bonny ; 

I heard my Patie breathe his vows, 

* Where corn riggs are bonny. 


I met my P on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growi 
There many a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſer my hearr — 


Mrs. CARGILILI., 


* 


0 15 7 


We kiſs'd, the vow'd ſhe wad be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of ony; 


rt like fo fing - fn f. 3 
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CHORUS. 
* & 4s 7 i BÞ . Bk" 


Since we for yielding 


afe A . 
We chaſtly ſhou'd * granting... 


Then Pll 
e hate and money, 
So we'll be 87. and we'll be glad, 


Where corn riggs arg bonny, 


C H OR US. 0 
Oh corn riggs are bonny, &c. 


ae $6 — LF 


; Mr, DUBELLAMY. 
| Ye cheriſh me wi” A) you ſay, a 


Lang was I fad 1 fearty', - 
5 But ye hae ſmil'd my doubts away, | C 
I can nae mair be mournfu*'.Þ _ 


877 Mr. 


they're waning: OY 


: ; 
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med, my Hy N 


8 UE. 


C1905 
Mr, SUET. 


Our faulds are ftor'd wi' meikle 
Wi bob-tail'd bleaters nappy, 
The fatteſt of them q we'll keep 
For him wha made us happy, 


CHORUS, 
On corn riggs art bonny, &c. 


Mr, DODD. 
My [--nac, my Neps, I mean, 
She's brewn as ony berryz, *' 


But I mun own ſhe is my ane, 
That à may now be merry. 


1 ha'e been faſh'd, I ha'e been ſwitch'd, 
By Madge and Mauſe's wiling ; 
Yet I each night wad be hewitch d, 

If ye'll but gi' your ſmiling, 


CHORUS, 


He has been faſh'g, he has been ſwitch'd, - 


By Madge and Mauſe's wiling ; 
Yer a each night wad be bewitch's, 


If ye'll but giꝰ your ſiniling, 


Then corn riggs are honny, 
Oh corn riggs are bonny, 

For ye we'll always breathe our vows, 
Where corn riggs are bonny. 
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